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HALL due memorials of a matchleſs friend 
Be loſt in ſilence or to Fa ME aſcend; 

To ſleep, forgot, with worthleſs herds reſign” d--- 
Or add one honour to the human kind ? | 
Oh might they live, in animated lays, 
Bright as his deeds, and blameleſs as his days ; 
Like him adorn'd, with all that charms aright, | 
At once to profit, and at once delight! 


Mark, o'er the world, what craft and crimes abound ; 
What <orath and wants return the plaintive ſound : 
What aims, for life's important ends deſign'd, 
Wrapt in the clouds, or ſcatter'd in the wind ! 

How oft, attending nearer, ſpots we ſpy, 

Where all look'd ſpotleſs to the glancing eye! 

How oft fair views our truſting hearts decoy, | 
Till ſnock'd with diſcord, where we hop'd for joy ! 


Far other Hs, whoſe godlike acts no more 


Delight our ah whoſe Aviencs we deplore! 
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Ye wiſe and good, amongſt you ſince he ſhin'd, 
Like pureſt gold, from native droſs refin'd, 

His love ye ſhar'd ; no diffring ſect, or name, 
Allay'd that generous univerſal flame : | 

His liberal life, yet clear of wanton waſte, 

No varniſbd fraud, or foaming rage, diſgrac'd. 

No taughty airs; no harſh moroſeneſs ſeen, 

But winning candour, with obliging mien! 

No heart leis pregnant with the hateful birth 

Of Envy's rancour, or the Scorner's mirth | _ 

No critic ſneer ! each good intent he weigh'd, 
And venial flips with fav'ring eye ſurvey'd. 

Like bees from flow'rs, he ſingled out the beſt, 
Prais'd what deſerv'd, and ſilent left the reſt. 

In word or deed no mortal wrong'd, or harm'd; 
Who knew him lov'd him, with his virtue charm'd ; 
Of vivid zeal his ſympathizing flow, | 
New joy diffuſing, or averting woe 


While ſome aſpire their fancied ſenſe to raiſe, 

, By vile detraction from another's praiſe ; 

Their preſent, abſent, foes or friends defame, 

No mercy granting to their neighbour's name; 

Alike he ſhun'd to flatter or upbraid, 

His acts to boaſt, or others to degrade; 

No pleaſure hugg'd, if raſbneſs chanc'd to fhde, 

But kind compaſſion, glad to heal and hide. 

All others faults and foibles veiPd, alone 

In them he ſhew'd what genuine graces ſhoae. 

Oh if ſuch goodneſs breath'd in every tale, 

Among mankind what union wou'd prevail! 

Still with their friends, ally'd in love fincere, 

All then were peace and pleaſures every where. 

All black malignance blaſted here below, 

From heart to heart wou'd mutual fondneſs flow ; 
Heav'n link'd with earth! connection bright regain'd, 
Vaſt ſcene of bliſs, unfading bliſs retain'd 


Let 
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Let Caizrs, admir'd for pow'r and pomp alone, 

Their tranſient blaze extinguiſh'd, rot unknown. 
Let CourT1zRs, fatt'ning from the people's thrall, 
Unlov/'d in life, as unlamented fall: 
Proud Wirs and WARRIORS drop the hand and led; 
Among th' unmention'd millions of the dead: 

But high in honour let his mem'ry ſhine, 
Whoſe days were bleſſings, as his deeds divine. 
Let Hawk/worth's name, with love while living crown'd, 


To cheer faint virtue, juſtly be renown'd ; 


To whom, when Heav'n wou'd waft him from our view, 


Loth was the world to give the laſt adieu. 


All then revolv'd.---if ſad Miction ſigh'd, 
How ſwift her wants his bounteous hand ſupply'd. 
If lonely languors difallow'd to crave, 
Unaſk'd he aided, and unſeen he gave. 
Where preſent woes, and fears of worſe, were great, 
He came; all fled; and tranſports took their ſear. 
Fair Freedom iſſued, with extatic ſound, 
And new Creation, bright'ned, ſmil'd around. 


"Bak op lence, grandeurs, W all retire 
Far higher, humbler, objects n1s defire ! 
Who watch'd, attending, virtue blind, or lame, 
To light, or lead; he her OS to reclaim: 
The unwiſe to reach, to win attentive youth 
To the beſt choice of piety and truth : 
Who widows, orphans, hoary age congeal'd, 
Sick, hungry, naked, nouriſh'd, cloath'd and heal : 
Who ſoftly ſooth'd where dying patients lay, 
And ſmooth'd their paſſage to the realms of day : 
Who had no foes, who bath'd no ſword in blood, 
But lov'd all nations as the work of Gov : 
Who ruPd himfelf, each lawleſs wiſh deny'd, 
And bore, or gain'd with goodneſs, all beſide : 
Who naked 'merits, unaffected, ſought; - 
Whoſe left hand knew x not what his right had wrought, 
Enough 


On him, their patron and their pattern prais'd : 
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Enough for him, that Heav'n his ſteps had mov'd, 
His deeds directed, and his heart approv'd ! 


How ſtill unruffled in each . ſcene ! 
How mild his manners, as his mind ſerene ! 
Calm as the rock that, high in ocean, braves 
The rage of tempeſts, and the war of waves ! 
No rough retortion flung at wrath unjuſt, 
Held no reſentment, harbour'd no diſguſt, 
No food for malice ! all the din of pride, 
From vainly bluſtring, felt his love, and dy'd. 
Ev'n bittereſt hearts, imbitter'd now no more, 
Lov'd, honour'd, prais'd, his worth---unknown before. 


As grateful ſhow'rs delight the thirſty ground; 
So fell, when needed, his perſuaſive ſound, 
So fit, fo kind, ſo ſoft, and yet ſo ſtrong, 


II till d all factions in the lining throng. . 


All, pleas'd alike, imbib'd the healing balm, 
And tumults wondred at the ſudden calm. 

Wrath learn'd to melt, and warm offence to ceaſe, 
Won with new ſweets of piety and peace. 

Hence poor and rich, with pleaſure while they gaz'd 


While the freſh tribute, of each warm applauſe, 
He lowly render'd to the PRIM'RY CAUSE  - 
Paid at his ſhrine, as due to him alone, 

What flow'rs of hah on himſelf were thrown. 


Say how ſuch pow'rs illuſtrious were obtain'd ? 
Not giv'n by nature, but by conqueſt gain'd. 
He, calPd of Heav'n from pleaſures once purſu' &” 
Turn'd to the gates of /acred rectitude. 
Oft in his breaſt the lurking rebels roſe, | 
And pamper'd habits arm'd their hoſts t oppoſe : | 
But, once reſoly'd, his ſoul refus'd to yield : 
Their forces weaken'd, and he won the field, Then 
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Then ſhin'd his days -- but now they ſhine no more; 
Our health, our peace, our comforts to reſtore. 


Oh loſs lamented ! in the noon of life Bs 
Snatch'd from thy friends, thy kindred, and thy wife : 
From plans of uſe, from plenteous wealth prepar'd, 
Which ſtill ſeem'd ſweeter, with the needy ſhar'd : 
From rules of ſaints and ſages (feebly try'd, | 
Tho' frequent heard) in life exemplify'd ! 

Oh mourn'd with juſtice, as the joy is rare 

Of lives like thine, ſo generous, and ſo fair! 

As ſome fine tree the foreſt beautifies, 

Or lucid ſtar with radiance gilds the ſkies, 
When ſeen no more, how darken'd, or decay'd, 
Seems the late luſtre of the ſky, or ſhade! 


One rich and kind, wiſe humble to behold, 
Say can the world a worthier ſight unfold ? 
Not Feddo's roofs, or Cuſco's golden glow, 
Not gardens grac'd with variegated ſhaw, 
With wide canals, where Tritons ſpout on high; 
No dead parades with living virtues vie: 
No wild ambition's idle wonders view'd 
With God's wz image in the foul renew'd. 
Can Myrmidons not mourn the ſwift eſcape 
Of ſuch reſemblance in the human ſhape ? 


Who now ſhall bleſs ? when will that Phenix rare, 
Heart join'd with means, the general loſs repair? 
Where &er ſuch life the circling throng delights, 
Bright ſhine his days, and peaceful roll his nights: 
His name, endear'd, thro? diſtant ages, bloom, 
With richer fragrance than the freſh perfume ! 

Ye angels, ſhade him with your azure wings, 

Hail'd with new honours from the King of Kings! 
Still may his hymns, harmonious with your own, 
Yield odours grateful to their Author's throne ! _ 
1 | | | ay 
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May longer far that precious life ſojourn, 
Than his, on earth, whoſe early flight we mourn ! 


Yet let this chought relieve the plaintive firain ; 
Tho? great our loſs, get greazer ſtill his gain 
In heav'ns high realm of full rewards pofleit, 
For ever honour'd and for ever bleſt ! 
Thy ſacred light, oh fov'reign of mankind ! 
So leads thy ſubjects to the Joys deſign'd : 
Where loftier ſongs thy boundleſs love adore, 
All perils paſt, and pains approach no more. 


May we then ſtrive his beauteous ſteps to trace, 
Cloth'd with like patience, run the chriſtian race ; 
Arm'd with like brav'ry, make temptation ceaſe, 
As conqu' ring ſoldiers of the Prince of peace. 


If innate luſts deſpotic ſway maintain, 

Unfit for heav' n, their vaſſals we remain: 
Pure perfect union with the bleſt deny'd, 
To rebels, leagu'd with av*rice, or with pride 
Fine parts miſus'd, or moments paſt, miſpenr, 
We then, excluded, may too late lament. 
Ye rich, ye poor, your cloſing days draw nigh : 
Oh learn like him to live---hke him to die: 
So will the world your lives with high renown, 

And Heav'n your toils with endleſs treaſure crown. 
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| WY HAT floods of tears on that ſad ſolemn day! 
What crowds of mourners filPd the penſive way! 
When op'ning earth had heap'd the riſing mold, 
In dark embrace his lifeleſs limbs to fold, 8 


Whoſe nobler part, from mortal fleep retir'd, 
Had wak'd in bliſs, as Heav'n ite own requir'd ! 


Silent and flow the long proceſſion mov'd; 
All melt in ſorrows for their friend belov'd. 
No pall appears; no /carfs depending flow; 
No mutes precede; the mimickry of woe! 
How oft, diſguis'd by ſumptuous pomp and art, 
A face of mourning hides the /aughing heart! 
Wealth towr'd aloft, and trim'd in proud attire, 
Shines in grand ſhows, and gaping crowds admire. 


Say, was for trivial baubles, light as wind, 
Man's firſt ſuperior dignity deſign'd; 
The high-born ſoul to doat, with downward view, 
On earth's low wares, and ſhallow hopes purſue ; 
Immortal joys for phantoms to forego, 
And conſtant goodneſs for the gliding ſhow ? 


Not Solon's eye, to Lydia's monarch brought, 
Dead glitt'ring ſights, but ſov'reign wiſdom ſought. 
His plainneſs, ſeen, the gorgeous Prince decry'd; 
But Per/ia's hero laſl'd the ſcorner's pride. 

Could Solon's life, in worth intrinſic wiſe, 

Of plumes exterior need the lame ſupplies ? 

Or could his death? on each reflecting breaſt 
His country's love, and manly ſenſe, impreſt 


80 Hawkſworth ſhone, reclaim'd from vain parade; 
No more to nodes a blind ſubmiſſion paid; 
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Left all th' enchantments of the world behind; 
And Folly's trinkets back to fools reſign'd; 
To faſbion's claims her coſtly rites deny'd, | 
And ſavings made---to neighb'ring wants apply'd. 

From tyrant caſtom's Gordian knot's releaſe, 
Above he walk'd, the highway ſtraight to peace. 


Trace all his life; how uniformly right! 
Divine communion his ſupreme dehght ; 
His rev'rent ſearch ; his morning, ev'ning pray'r; 
His daily labour, and his. nightly care! 
Firm in all duties, in all ſocial ties, 

In counſel ſecret, tender, juſt, and wile ; 

Calm in debates, in diſſertation ſound, 

Clear in perception, as in ſenſe profound ; 
Learn'd without pride, untainted with the birth 


Of Emnvy's rancour, or the Scorner's mirth ! 
No critic ſneer Each good intent he weigh'd, 
And venial ſlips, with fav'ring eye, ſurvey'd. 


Like bees from flow'rs, he ſingled out the beſt, 
Prais'd what deſerv'd, and ſilent left the reſt. 


Twas his---each gloom of indigence to cheer, 


From weeping eyes to wipe. the falling tear, 


The loads to lighten which had late depreſt, 
And with new rapture fill each conſcious breaſt. 
So vernal ſuns, their genial beams diſplay'd, 
Chaſe every cloud, and brighten every ſhade ; 
Gild the dark wilds, the naked groves adorn, 
And earth exults, with recent graces worn. 


Oh hence inthron'd in glories ever new 


A life like thine, when will ſurvivors view ? 
A life ſo lov'd, ſo free from ev'ry ſtain, 
So peaceful, uſeful, generous and humane, 
So gentle, humble? every lovely grace - 
Breath'd from thy ſoul, and ſmiPd upon thy _— 
. at 
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What life, like thine all ſorrows will repell, | 
All ranks delight, unwearied to do well, | 
Since Heav'n has calPd thee to more bleſt employ, 
With hoſts congenial, in unfading joy ? 
Oh ſtill, my ſoul, the ſource of good adore, 
And meet to ſep'rate from my friend no more 


bandit. od em. of _— — 


The following was firſt inſerted in one of the Bath Journals, 
and fince that in FEiix FARLEY's Briſtol Journal. 7: 
has ſince undergone ſeveral Editions. Two Stanza's are 
left out of this, and ſome other little Alterations made : 
but the original may ſtill be had in Briſtol or Bath. 

To the Honourable Memory of a GENERAL FRIEND. 
EK L E@ Y mM 
| Bu others hail the riſing ſun : | 
| I bow to him whoſe race 1s run, 
Yet ſet in endleſs day : 
No bounty paſt invokes my praiſe, 
Nor future proſpects prompt my lays 
But ſacred friendſhip's ray. 
| Þ II. 
Could gs avail, or tears regain 
That vital, union's happy reign, 
Which Death has late diſſolv'd: 
The leave of Heaven could they obtain, 
That precious life no grave ſhou'd chain 
From thoſe in taker 1 
a III. 
But, oh! the fix'd, the firm decree, 
The pang of thouſands, and of me, 
Denies the pleaſing ſight : 
Conſign'd to duſt, the fabric lies, 
Nor more ſhall greet the longing eyes, 
But in the realms of light; 
Vor | Affliction's 
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In many a great and noble mind, 


Sorrow muſt riſe, and grief remain, 


I.,, ( M, 
; IV. 
Affliction's gen'ral friend no more, 
Its ſecret, ſilent, depths explore; 
His labouring mind at reſt; 
The generous purpoſe of his heart 
Its wonted aids no more impart, 
Or ſuccour the diſtreſt. 
| V. 
His pleaſing, ſweet, and noble mind 
Oh where ſhall we its equal find, 
Wich ſuch deſert renown'd ? | 
His ſoul each chriſtian grace poſſeſt, 


(In deepeſt characters impreſt) 


Which all che needy found. 
„ 
Diſtinguiſh'd characters have ſhin'd 


With /Jep*rate luſtre crown'd : 
On whoſe, my dear, lamented friend, 
So many virtues did attend, | 
Say---0r in one abound. 
| TH 
A mournful, navailing ſigh, 
A ſilent tear Heals from mine eye, 
And penſive tribute payͤs; 
While retroſpective hours renew 
Paſt pleaſing blaſted hope's revie -,; 
All join'd---my ſorrows raiſe. 


VIII. 


Let hope its great exceſs reſtrain, 
And calm my troubled mind; 
The dignity of grief ſhall ſhine, | 
And ſorrow's grandeur ſhall be mine--- 
To Heav'ns decree reſign'd ! 


CCC 
WE 
Reliev'd from toils, from pains reliev'd, 
From all that wounded, or that oriev'd, 
Thy patient, humble mind, 
Concenter'd in that holy reſt, 
Which Heav'n here open'd in thy breaſt, 
Its full reward ſhall find. 
| - 
Whate'er thy ſtate, whate'er thy taſk, 
Would Heav'n permit, I'd humbly aſk, 
If not too great to give, 
While in this mixed ſtate of things, 
Where ev'ry hour its trouble brings, 
And where with foes we live ; 
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Td aſk, would Heaven grant my requeſt ! 


Thy frequent vi/it to my breaſt, 
Yet not thy peace deſtroy ; 
Thy meek and humble ſtrains would lend 
Strength to my mind---my hopes defend, 
And give a glimpfe of joy. 
XII. 


I feel---I fort !-.-Heay'n lends an car, | 
Grants my requeſt---my humble pray r, 
In condeſcenſion great: 
Preſerve, oh Father ! *tis thy pow'r, 
That ſhields in every trying hour, 
In this my yroong ſtate. 
XIII. 
FB ſtrive, dear ſhade, thy ſteps to tread, 
Tho? vice triumphant rears its head, 
And threatens to beguile; 
Thy /h:ning pattern, ſtill in view, 
Ardour ſhall kindle---and renew, 
And at temptations ſmile, 
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| The brighteſt pattern, and the kindeſt friend ! * 
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| XIV. | 

Pl ftrive to tread thy ſteps, dear ſhade, 

Tho” ſtorms attend, and pains Made 
That zribulated way; 

Thro' various heights and depths to prove 
The myſP ries of redeeming love, 

Which leads to _— day. 


Oh, friendſhip! And = refin'd ! 
iT hou balm of life] in which we find 
A foretaſte of the juſt ! 
Sacred to thee, dear ſhade, extends 
The higbeſt tribute of thy friends, 
And mem'ry to thy duſt. 
XVI. 
Such gen'ral grief has rarely been, 
Sincere, for one loy'd ſubject ſeen 
On Kings tho' pomps attend: 
All mourn for thee- both rich and poor, 
Hawkfworth both old and young deplore, 
That know they've loſt their mm 


Bath, 768. 
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. from thoſe realms of joy, thoſe bri —— 


Where, never-ceaſing, love unbounded reigns ; 
Where honoured worthies from their labours reſt, 
Compleatly happy, and for ever bleſt ; | 
Thy bliſsful ſoul admits the fault'ring lay, 

Which ſoars to thee to catch th' enliv'ning ray; 
Hear, my dear friend, theſe plaintive accents hear; 
Theſe lines thus ſullicd with the falling tear. 


So than: fo 8 reach'd his journey's end! f 
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Oh for that loſs let tears inceſſant flow; 
Still weep, exhauſtleſs, with exceſs of woe, 
Still pour, unemptied, all your watry ſtore, 
Yeeyes, which never ſhall behold him more. 


Let rolling orbs in Æther ceaſe to move, 
Ere I forget his ſympathy and love. 
Back to your ſprings ye headlong torrents flow, 
And let old oceans leave their deeps below, 
Ere his dear mem'ry from my boſom part, 
Or grateful ardour leave my changing heart. 
Oh loſs of friendſhip ! ſhall reſulting grief 
Not from the Muſes aſk a ſhort relief? 
Not in faint mirrour let ſurvivors fee 


is beauteous life, and what their own ſhould be? 


From Heav'n, invok'd, his rules of action came, 
3 wok 7 


Warm with its generous umverſal flame. 


His tongue, or hand, no mortal wrong'd, or harm'd; 


His bounty cheriſh'd, and his goodneſs charm'd: 
His mind a temple, ſacred, ever juſt, 

In hallow'd ſilence lock*d each ſecret truſt ; 

Of nothing greedy, ſave of virtue's ſeeds ; 

Of nothing laviſb, but the beſt of deeds ! 

With counſels wiſe his cheering converſe glow'd ; 
All lov'd to hear, mellifluous as it flow'd. 


Ah why ſo num'rous other ſcenes we find, 
So mar'd Heaven's image in the human mind? 
Why the dark churl, or why the ſcorn of pride; 
Or /awleſs waſte, to hungry want deny'd ? 

Why wrath effus'd, inhuman wars to wage ; 
And men with men in mutual deaths engage? 


Why unembrac'd what guardian Heav'n ſupplies, - 


Thoſe worſt of foes, our paſſions, to chaſtiſe; 
Peace to poſſeſs, to pour its charms around, 
Die as God wills, and with his favour crown'd ? 


So 
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So Hawkſworth clos'd an honoured life well ſpent ; 
Vaſt crouds he left its period to lament. 
Could floods of tears, and pray'rs, have death delay'd, 
Wealth, wiſdom, goodneſs---all had been ey d. 
In vain; his ſoul, for happier ſeat mature, 
Balk'd the weak efforts of inferior pow'r. 


Ye miſers, brooding o'er inactive hoards, 
Ye grand, exulting at luxurious boards, 
Ye rich, reſplendent i in ſuperb array, 
The fruitleſs pageants of a fleeting day; 
Too high to heed afflictions, while ye ſhine, 
When at your gates, or in their cells, they pine. 
If preſent ſplendour captivate your eye, 
If all hereafter unregarded lie; 
How far tranſcendent were your ſtores poſſeſt, 
If us'd, like his, to make each mourner bleſt ! 


All to recount, his acts of kindneſs done, 


Short were the 7j/ing to the ſetting ſun, 


Of him when done all cancel'd, never told, 
Forgot---or but by gratitude enrolPd ! 


Bleſt ſpirit, ſay, what forms the vaſt reward, 
For ſuch exalted piety prepar'd : 

If new, ſymphonious, lays extatic ſing 

Thy Gop, thy Guide, thy Saviour and thy King : 
If, charm'd and charming with ſeraphic choirs, 
Your rapt'rous anthems breathe on golden lyres : 
If all you taſte or ſmell, each ſound or ſight, 
Hails every ſenſe with ever-new delight : 

Or if, ſtill higher, an immenſe diſplay 

Of grace. —alf bliſs, above all thoughts, convey: 
Sure ſuch is thine. from temp'ral ſcenes releas'd ; 
A crown of triumphs, and an endleſs feaſt ! 


Oh may we then, like thee, from wrong refrain, 
Like thee, progreſſive, all that's right attain ; 
That hence our life's laſt period may, with thine, 


In union's bond, and boundleſs joys, combine. 
ELEGY V. 
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VA HERE are ye now, ye, late attendant throng ! 
Whom Hawk/worth cheer'd, in conſolating ſtyle, 
Who, round his door---and all the ſtreet along, 
Shar'd, with his bounties, his engaging ſmile ? 
II. 


Quick he approach'd-—your ſorrow ſoon redreſt ; 
And rais'd ConTEnT to re- aſſume her throne, 
Your wants to feaſt; your weary toils to reſt; 
By ways peculiar to himſelf alone. 
III. | 
Did ever pangs extort the Widouꝰs tear? 
Did ever Orphan for a parent weep ? 
Happy tor them, if Hawkſworth was but near, 
T' adopt each ſtate, and lull each loſs to ſleep ! 3 
TE: 
Were ever ſuPring virtues heard to ſigh, 
Or {cen deſcending to the depth of woe, 
And he not haſty, with attentive eye 


And hand, to porn” wes from the gulph WY ot 


To bleſs with wonder at hel wiſh'd relief? 
| Pleas'd with their pleaſure, joyful in their joy 
The Man or Ross, to baniſh every grief, 
Could not more generous tenderneſs employ. 
VI. X 
Oh heart humane, extended to mankind, 
To fave and ſerve, and peace and virtue ſpread |! 
How mild, and wiſe, his fair example ſhir'd ! 
Hoy bright, and blameleſs, was the life he led! 
© 
Why are ſuch noble inſtances ſo fer? | 
Why other taſtes to poiſon'd pleaſures fly? 
Why plenteous means averted from the view 
Of bleſſing want, and earning bliſs on high ? 
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CHARACTERS 
OF THE LATE | 
ABRAHAM RICHARD HAWKSWORTH, 


EXTRACTED FROM THE 


Public Papers of the City of Briſtol. 


BRISTOL GAZETTE, Aated J hurſday Nov. 3, 1768. 


VN. Saturday morning died, juſtly lamented by all 
who knew him, Mr. Abraham Richard Hawkſworth, 
merchant. of this city, &c. remarkable for his great 
piety and learning, whoſe diffuſive charities, and uni- 
verſal benevolence of heart, are moſt juſtly and beau- 
tifully illuſtrated in the following lines from the book 
of Job, (chap. 29. xi. &c.) I was eyes to the blind, and 
feet to the lame; a father to the poor, and the cauſe which 
Eneco not I ſearched out. When the ear heard me then it 
bleſſed me, and when the eye ſaw me it gave witneſs tome; 
becauſe I delivered the poor that cried, and the fatherleſs, 
and him that had none to help him. The bleſſing of him 
that was ready to periſh came upon me, and I cauſed the 
widows heart to fing for joy. Go thou and do likewiſe ; 
for verily there is a reward for the righteous.” 


FELIX 


CHARACTERS 19 
FELIX FARLEY's Briſtol Journal, dated Saturday 
” Nov. 5, 1768. : 


6 In his early life he made himſelf maſter of 
moſt European languages, which he ſpoke fluently 
and correctly---He was a pattern to youth of duty, 
ſubmiſſion and obedience ;.to age of patience, for- 
bearance and reſignation : To all affable and obliging. 
He was open, chearful and beneyolent : To the poor 
tender, compaſſionate and bountiful : juſt in his deal- 
ings, a ſtrenuous promoter of peace; a pattern of 
openneſs and ſincerity. In ſhort, if we take a ſurvey 
of him, as a friend to humanity, an inoffenſive neigh- 
bour, an affectionate huſband, or a kind maſter, we 
muſt ſay with the poet, that © take him, for all in all, 
we ſhall not look upon his like again.” 


'S. FarLev's Briſtol Journal of the ſame date, 


ON Thurſday laſt were depoſited in the Quaker's 
burying- ground without Redcliff-gate, amidſt a ſur- 
rounding multitude of mournful ſpectators, the re- 
mains of that truly valuable member, and ornament 
of religious and civil ſociety, Mr. Abraham Richard 
Hawkſworth, who, a little paſt the meridian of life, 
after a ſhort illneſs, full of peace, chearfully reſigned 
his ſpirit into the hands of him who gave it, cleanſed 
and purified as gold tried in the fire. | 
Early in life he had the ineſtimable happineſs to ex- 
perience (after patiently enduring; for a ſeaſon, that 
unutterable diſtreſs of ſoul which uſually precedes it) 
a death unto fin, and a new birth unto righteouſneſs. 
Animated by this living principle of purity and vir- 
tue, he totally forſook the pleaſures and vanities of an 
- | alluring 


20 CHARACTERS. 
alluring world, to ſpend the remainder of his days in 
inward communion with his bleſſed redeemer; out- 
wardly manifeſting, upon every occaſion, his intimate 
connexion with him, by a conſtant readineſs to do every 
kind of good to his fellow-creatures, both ſpiritually 
and temporally.—His principal delight was to pro- 
mote the peace and welfare of ſociety, to heal the 
wounds of affliction, and to cauſe joy to enter into the 
habitations of diſtreſs. This was the only uſe he knew 
for either ww/dom or riches, of both which providence 
was pleaſed to bleſs him with a plentiful ſhare. 
Deplore, oh reader, the untimely loſs of fo rare an 
example ! and thine be the unſpeakable felicity to copy 
after ſo noble a pattern: ſo ſhalt thou be able, when 
the hour of diſtreſs cometh, which neither wiſdom nor 
riches have power to avert, like him to behold it with- 
out terror, and lay down thy head in everlaſting peace.” 


Extratt from a CHARITY SERMON, Preached on the laſt 

Anniverſary Birth-Day of the late EDwarD ColsToN, 

| Eſq; and publiſhed at the requeſt of the Grateful So- 
ciety, in Briſtol, 1769. | 


Alt is true, every day does not produce a Coon or 
a Hawkſworth —-thoſe eminent patterns of piety and 
goodneſs---who will be had in everlaſting remembrance 
by us, and whoſe unbounded and amazing liberalities 
cannot fail of having a proper influence, eſpecially on 
us who boaſt of being their fellow-citizens,” _ 


Some 


1 
Some Lines on the Entrance of the New IEAR. 


ET ſanguine hopes, or florid lays, 
Invite the riſing year: | 

Better, if harms of prior days 

The future warn to fear; 


Since giddy lives, to ſlender chance, | 
Reſign immortal bhs !--- 


On danger's brink they blindly dance, 
And dare the _ 980 


Secure, tho ſhocks — ſwiftly cloſe 
Their Babels high in air! 
From dreams of joys, the? wak'd in woes, 
Too late cheir folly glare | 
FV. 


Say, on ſuch tott ring verge if bleſt; 
If now your blifs compleat ; 
Or wants yet wiſh, and pangs infeſt ? 
All 1 impious Joy's a cheat. 
V. 


Life s only ſhield, and crown, to gain, 
Each ended day's review 
Its every action ſhow'd arraign, 
And better ſtill purſue. 
ö | 
Ye'll find, if onward thus ye preſs, 
True Wi ſdom's wealth increaſe ; 
Her ways are ways of pleaſantneſs, 
4 And all her paths are Peace 3 3 
VII. 
A peace which nothing elſe can give, 
Nor ought 1 its want ſupply : 
Her vot'ries, honour'd while they live, 
Of mortals dana die. | 


An Univerſal Prayer. | 


X UsPiciovs Author! may thy love, 
Diffuſive, put to flight | 
Pride, wrath and av'rice; teach to move 
Heart, hand and tongue aright. 


Our hidden ſtings of guilt ſuppreſt, 
Be conſcious joy ſupply'd; 
At thy tribunal in the breaſt 
Abſolv'd, and juſtify'd ! 
; 1 III. 
What ever means thy iſdom finds, 
Or goodneſs flows, to vie; 
Reign thou the Sov'reign of our minds, 
The Mark of all our views. 0 
e 
Our pliant wills to thine conform, 
And guide through every maze, 
Our ſafe Aſylum in each ſtorm, 
And Sun in halcyon days. 
5 V. 


Oh ever good, immenſely kind! 
Let grateful ſenſe, retain'd, 
All mortals in allegiance bind, 
With joyous union gain'd: 
| VI. | 
Who, whether ling'ring forc'd to lie, 
Or ſeiz'd with ſwift alarm, 
May nothing wiſh to do but die, 
| When death up-heaves his arm : 
VIE. = 
May nothing feel but peace (aright 
Their talents paſt apply'd) . 
All objects ſhine around 'em bright, | 
And Heav'n before *em ey de When 


23 Duiverſal Prayer. 3 : 
| == WL | | 
When that auguſt, that aweful day, 
Emblazing thro' the ſky, 
Thee judge of nations ſhall diſplay, 
With zrumper's ſound on high; 


When every latent fa&, deſcry'd, 
Shall ſtart to face the light ; 

Nor wealth can bribe, nor wit can hide, 
To ſcape thy piercing ſight ; 
| X 


May I, with all my friends around, 
And all the world beſide, | 
Our day with joyful evening crown'd, 
Reap ampler joy when try'd ! 

| XI 


There ſee, tranſported at the ſight, 
New throngs that went before; 

Live with them link'd in vaſt delight, 
And ſure to part no more: 

3 5 | 
There ſtill thy wondrous love admire, 
Oh guardian of our days ! 

And, on the glowing golden lyre, 
For ever ling thy praiſe 


The Editor of this collection concludes his little 
tribute to the memory of his honoured friend, with 
this one remark : 125 8 
The contemplation of a man eminently wiſe. and 
good, gone a little before us to the endleſs rewards of 
doell-doing, is, to minds rightly diſpoſed, a plegſing and 
_ beneficial employ ; ſuch an object being worthy the at- 
tention, and induſtrious imitation, of every ſurviyor. 
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